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This book is dedicated to my four grand parents, my parents and my Tantric Family of wild brothers, sisters, daughters, sons, fathers, mothers and lovers…
And to you, who is reading this book

With love,
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“The Flower of Tantra has the fragrance of love and the shape of consciousness…”

Leela







Introduction

Tantra cannot be written about. It can only be experienced. This book will not explain what Tantra is or is not. It will merely point out a direction, evoke a feeling, and create a space for you to dive into the mysterious dimension of Tantra. From there, you can decide if you would like to experience Tantra for yourself. This book is intended to stimulate your appetite for the joy of living and sharing. It is an attempt to seduce you to enter the world of consciousness, of love, through the door of Tantra. This book is an invitation for you to say yes to life…

This book consists of two parts. The first part is a tantric story. Because Tantra cannot be explained intellectually, I have chosen to share my experience in the form of a story instead. It is my story and the story of many who belong to a mysterious Tantric School in India. It is a true story, though I have taken the liberty of altering some details of time and space so as to enhance the flow and render it whole. I have changed the names of various characters to preserve their anonymity. Finally, I have chosen not to reveal the exact location where the story takes place to enhance the sense of mystery…

In the second part of the book, you will find meditation techniques that you can practice on your own or with a partner. The main characters in the story experience these meditations. While reading about their experience, you may pick up on a feeling or notice a direction that the meditation points out. I hope this will support you and seduce you to practice all these beautiful meditations.

The third part of the book consists of pictures, which express different states of the Tantric dimension. Everything that could not be expressed in words is transpiring through these pictures.

The fourth part is a surprise… so I let you discover it!

I wish you a wonderful journey through this book, through yourself, through the Heart of All…

With love and gratitude,

I bow down to your inner light.

Pema





The Call

Chapter 1

In the remote mountains of Tibet, a long time ago, a young woman named Pema was awakened in the middle of the night by a powerful dream that would change the course of her whole life. In this dream, she sees a man who appears to be a Lama. In his right hand, he holds a small golden statue of a smiling Buddha, radiating the infinite light of love. In his left hand is a statue of a beautiful naked woman dancing in ecstasy, radiating the same light. The Lama looks serene yet powerful. In a deep and warm voice, he says, “Come to me. I will show you the Path of your own heart and the Heart of All, the Mahamudra”. Other images then appear: a mountain, a path and a monastery.

When Pema awakens from the dream, she knows at once that she must go and find the monastery and the Lama. She consults the wise people of her village and describes her vision to them. One old man listens with a smile as she recounts her dream. He tells her he knows of the monastery she has described and explains how to get there. He adds, “If you decide to go there, take your son with you. But know that you will never return here.”

Though she finds the old man’s words mysterious, she trusts him. She collects everything she needs for her journey to the monastery and what little money she has. She closes up her little house and hands the key to the old man. She tells him, “If what you say is true, that I will never come back, then take the key to my humble house. If, in one cycle of the moon, I have not returned, give this house to the first couple to marry in springtime. It will be a loving nest for them and their family to come.”

The old man looks at the young woman with a warm smile and, holding her left hand, says, “Your Path is to follow your heart. Have a nice journey home, beautiful Pema…”

She sets off with her three-year-old son, Tsering. She leaves without regret or grief. There are not so many people to hold onto. Her beloved husband died a year ago, leaving her with an inner conviction that love is the most painful attachment on earth and that never again will she become so attached. Her husband’s family live in a far-away village, and she has no contact with them. She has seen them only twice: on her wedding day and at the birth of her son. Her own parents died many years ago. The only family she has now is Tsering. There is nobody else to cling to.

The people of the village bid her farewell, some with smiles, some with tears. Some give her food and some presents. Children walk with her for a time, then stop one by one. Finally, just one small peaceful dog follows from a distance.

Tsering is silent. He doesn’t ask his mother where they are going; he trusts her completely. He just walks, holding her warm left hand. He seems happy, somehow, to leave the village, see new landscapes, and smell new fragrances of nature. It is autumn time; so many colours are playing in the leaves of the trees.

***

One week later, as evening begins to fall, they arrive at the door of the same monastery she saw in her dream, a modest but beautiful building hidden between majestic mountains. Pema and Tsering are warmly welcomed by a young and playful monk, who seems to have known they were coming. They receive tea and food and are shown to a beautiful little room. Pema immediately feels she would like to spend the rest of her life here. Tired from her journey, she lies down to rest with Tsering in her arms. Through the window, she can see the half-full moon. “I too am half full,” she thinks. “One part of me is still in darkness. But I will become full one day, bright and full like you, beautiful sister,” she declares to the moon before sleep overcomes her.

A dream comes to her. The Lama is sitting in a beautiful room containing a golden statue of a Buddha. He is calling her.

“Come, I will show you the Path of your own heart and of the Heart of All. Wake up to your own light!”

Pema wakes with a start and feels a warm, sweet pain in the middle of her chest. Outside in the sky, she can still see the moon, so she knows she has not slept long, perhaps only for the duration of her dream. She feels so full of energy that she cannot stay in bed anymore. She needs to move. Carefully, she tucks Tsering up, trying not to wake him, then quietly leaves the room.

She wanders the corridors of the monastery, not really knowing where to go, yet without feeling lost. Somehow, she feels as if she has been here before as if she knows the place already. Pema notices a light coming from a room at the top of the monastery and makes her way up several darkened staircases. On reaching the room, she pushes the door open ever so gently, feeling as if she is about to enter some sacred and secret place; everything is so quiet, so peaceful. There is a quality here she has never felt before, as if the room is pregnant with silence. She stops in the doorway, just sensing the atmosphere. There is nothing to be seen. In fact, it is totally empty and almost dark, but to Pema, it seems as if the room is full of colours, lights, and unknown shapes dancing everywhere. The sensation is quite magical. On the far wall of the room are two open doors, to the left and right, from which a warm, dim light glows. She stands in the doorway for a long time, absorbing the mysterious beauty emanating from the room, and peering into the semi-darkness towards the two entrances from where the light is dancing. She feels a strong urge to see the room behind those two doorways, yet she cannot move. She feels paralysed and also somehow afraid, as if waiting for permission to enter.

Suddenly a voice comes from the lighted room.

“Whether you enter the Heart of All through the left or right door, you enter the same light, but with a different quality. The door you choose will show which quality you will have to develop to enter the Heart of All. Come!”

She recognises the voice of the Lama from her dream. Yes, the same voice, warm and loving, but with a certain sharpness. She steps into the room and walks towards the light. Without hesitation, she walks through the left door. She finds herself in a small room containing a golden statue of Buddha, shining like a sun. She can see nothing else, only the light radiating from the Buddha. She falls to her knees, bows down and starts to cry with joy.

“I am back home,” she whispers.

A warm hand gently touches her back at the level of her heart.

“You have never left home, but you will have to travel a long way to understand this,” she hears the Lama say.

She looks up at him, a beautiful man apparently ageless. He could be twenty or ninety. He takes her left hand and tells her to stand. He looks towards the Buddha statue and says, “He is none other than your own heart. Now, you must realise it. You must search for him inside you by following the Path of Tantra.”

He puts his hands over Pema’s ears, pressing them as if to prevent all sounds from entering, then places his forehead against hers. Instantly, she feels a vast space open up between her eyes, like a new eye, a new window, through which she sees a very bright and clear vision.

A luxurious jungle of trees, unlike anything she could have imagined existed on Earth. A waterfall of sparkling water, so fresh and pure. And not so far from it, some caves, from which comes the sound of people making love. Suddenly, from one of the caves emerges a naked woman with a beauty and body of sheer radiance. She does not look like she comes from Tibet; she has long black hair, and her face is of a different shape. Her skin is slightly brown, and her eyes are green and not almond-shaped, like Tibetans’. She possesses a grace not found in mountain people but more appropriate to someone of royal breeding or a being from heaven, it feels to Pema.

The Lama takes his hands from Pema’s ears and removes his forehead from hers. The vision disappears immediately. Pema opens her eyes and looks at the Lama.

“This is where you must go,” he says.

She nods her head in assent. She has no words, no doubts, no questions. It is clear. She does not know where this jungle is, where these caves are, where this marvellous naked woman is, but she knows with absolute certainty that she will find this place; she will find this woman. She knows she must. It is almost a question of life or death. A tremendous longing is burning in her heart. “Yes, this woman will show me how to become a full moon. She will show me the way to my heart and to the Heart of All.”

She passes the rest of the night with the Lama. He has much to share with her.

“The right door symbolises Awareness. The left door symbolises Love. There is no division between these two qualities. They are united in the same light, but people have different inclinations and qualities to develop. You chose Love, or maybe Love chose you,” he says with a smile. “In Love, you forget yourself. Only the Other is to be remembered. Only the Beloved is to be remembered. You disappear, and in that disappearance, you and the Beloved become one. There is no distinction, distance, or separation between you and the Beloved. Actually, there is no one to be found anymore. You enter the Great Gesture. You enter Mahamudra. Male and female melt and merge into each other in a great dance. Everything that you know as opposite, as dual, becomes married.”

The Lama smiles again while gently caressing Pema’s left hand. The silence emerging from his words feels so warm in her heart. Then he continues.

“From the door of Awareness, you must remember yourself constantly. And through that constant remembrance of yourself, the Beloved appears and is absorbed in you. The Beloved melts and merges in you. You become the Beloved; then Mahamudra takes place. And there is nobody to be found anymore—neither you, whom you have been remembering with such alertness, nor the Beloved, which has melted in you. Mahamudra, the space where all dualities dance together in harmony and unity, expands without limit.”

“Love and Awareness are united in the Path of Tantra. The Path of Tantra brings you to Mahamudra, to the Heart of All. Never divide Awareness and Love; they only appear to be two. But the deeper you go into Love, the more you will see Awareness growing in you. Love without Awareness does not deserve to be called Love; it is like a lotus without fragrance. And he who sharpens his Awareness will also find Love growing in him. But Awareness without Love is dry and cold. Love and Awareness belong to each other. Once you understand this, then you step on the Path of Tantra. Then, and only then, will the Path of Tantra open to you. Let Love be a meditation so that Awareness grows side by side with it. Then, you will be a beautiful swan that can fly to the highest mountain peaks. One wing for love, one wing for consciousness, this is what you have to look for.”

He pauses and looks lovingly towards the Buddha statue, then continues, “Look at him; he is such a golden swan. He flies and flies in the unlimited sky of Mahamudra. He flies in it, and he is it also. He is not somebody in particular. He is simply a state. And you carry this state within you. It just needs to unfold. You simply need to surrender to it.”

He turns back to Pema. She is all ears. She drinks all his words and the space between them.

“I am going to send you to the place you saw in the vision. I shall tell you the route to get there. And along the way you will meet a few of my friends. Nice fellow travellers like me!” he laughs. “They will help and guide you so that you may prepare to enter the Path of Tantra.”

When the first rays of the sun appear, he tells Pema, “Go and wake your child, and bring him to the entrance of the empty room.”

Tsering is still sleeping. Pema takes him in her arms and says softly to him, “Come with me. A friend wishes to meet you. Come.”

In a kind of sleepwalking, the little boy stumbles his way with his mother to the top of the monastery. At the threshold of the empty room, she stops and faces him.

“Look carefully. Do you see the two doors? Choose one of them and enter the room beyond. The one you choose will show the quality you must develop within you.”

Strangely, though Tsering had still appeared half-asleep, he suddenly becomes unequivocal and alert. He goes straight and without hesitation to the door on the right and enters the room like a king. The Lama welcomes him with laughter and takes him in his arms.

“You chose the door of Awareness. Welcome home! You will stay with me.”

Pema enters the room to find the Lama and Tsering, like old friends, in each other’s. In some way they even resemble each other, she feels, as if they were family.

***

She stays at the monastery for three days. These days are filled with joy, silence and laughter. She feels happy to leave Tsering to the loving care of the Lama. But at the same time a great sadness overcomes her. It is very confusing, to feel this combination of happiness and sadness at the same time.

“Don’t worry, this is the pain of love. The fire of love is burning within you. The pain becomes sweeter and sweeter the more you allow the fire to burn in you,” the Lama says to her before she leaves.

“Your son is an old soul. Don’t worry about him, worry for yourself because you are still a young soul!” he says with a great laugh. “You must mature into a beautiful lotus flower. And when the fragrance of the lotus spreads in the wind and touches the peak of these mountains, then I will know that you have attained. Then we will meet again and have a good laugh!”

He takes her in his arms and stays silent for what feels like an eternity. In his presence, there is a feeling of no time and no space, in which Pema feels able to relax and let her vulnerability expand.

Tsering is beside them, grinning at the whole scene. “Mama, when you come back from your travel, I will be like him!” he says pointing to the Lama. “Funny and wise!”

The three of them laugh uproariously. It is beautiful to leave with such a light feeling of playfulness in her heart. She takes Tsering in her arms and finds herself crying and laughing at the same time. Tsering kisses her on her nose, on her eyes, on her ears and on her mouth, then finally on both her hands. Pema is surprised at the gesture of a little boy. Puzzled, she looks at the Lama.

“I told him that he has to be aware, that awareness should guide his senses,” he says. So he has his own way of showing it! He is learning fast!”

Pema smiles at Tsering and performs the same gesture on him, saying, “I will not forget your teaching, my little wise master.”

At the door of the monastery, a dog is waiting.

“But this is the dog that followed us here from our village!” Pema exclaims with surprise.

“No, no!” laughs the Lama, “It is the other way round! It is you who has been following the dog!” With the Lama, everything is a matter of play and joy.

She leaves with the playful young monk, Sonam, who welcomed her and Tsering on the day of their arrival at the monastery. Now, he is her guide. They travel down to some valleys where nature is more generous and greener and the weather warmer. He brings her to a small town and gives her directions to the house of one of the Lama’s friends, with whom she is to stay for a while. Finally, they embrace each other.

“We shall meet again, Pema. We walk the same path. See you soon,” he says.

Then he leaves her with a smile. She feels a little sad. He has been an excellent companion, and she would really have enjoyed travelling with him longer.

But now she is alone, and everything is unknown. “Now the journey starts,” she says, both to herself and to the dog, still following her from afar, as if not to disturb her.

***





Facing Darkness

Chapter 2

For nine months, Pema travels. Following the Lama’s instructions, she visits several of his friends, most of them Masters in the different streams of Tantra and Sufi. Each stay is a gift that deepens her love for existence, for the small things of life. Looking at the stars becomes an experience of profound, prayerful communion. Sitting at the side of a river, listening to the sound of the water, is enough to set her heart on fire.

On meeting each Master, she presents them with a letter from the Lama. As they read it they smile, then welcome Pema lovingly. They take care of her for a while, a few days, weeks, even a month, then tell her it is time for her to go. They hand back the Lama’s letter so that she may pass it to the next Master. It seems that everyone knows where she has to go, except her. She finds it all quite magical and mysterious.

In her travels, the dog is ever-present. This strange companion, so quiet and distant, never leaves her. Sometimes, he disappears for a while, only to reappear unexpectedly. She slowly begins to realise that he always makes himself noticed in moments of doubt when she feels afraid or confused.

One night, she finds herself crying in despair, wanting to turn back, be with her son, and forget about this journey to an unknown destination. She feels helpless and utterly miserable. Suddenly, the dog starts barking at her, very loudly. He starts acting almost like a mad dog. She is quite taken aback. She cannot believe this quiet, peaceful dog could behave like this. In her surprise her tears stop; for a moment everything stops. She looks straight into the dog’s eyes and immediately bursts out laughing. For in the eyes of the dog, she sees the Lama’s eyes, the Lama’s smile, and the Lama saying, “Don’t take anything seriously! Life is a play! Enjoy!” She laughs and laughs like a small child. She can hardly stop herself.

“Yes, life is beautiful, life is a gift, life is a wonderful, mysterious play. Thank you, thank you!” She shouts to the stars, to the moon, to the dog, to everything and everyone that can possibly hear her.

From that moment, the close presence of the dog acts as a signal for Pema whenever something feels wrong within her. Whenever she is taking herself too seriously, or fighting with life, or forgetting the goal of her search. The dog is like a Master, a constant reminder to stay in love with life, with herself.

The last Master she visits speaks to her before she leaves.

“In a few days, you will arrive at your final destination. It has taken you nine months to reach this place. It could have taken just two months at the most. But the Lama drew your map in such a way that it would take much longer. He is very wise. He could see that you needed to be prepared to handle what is going to happen to you. Now listen carefully to me; do not be afraid of anything. Despite fear, always go forward! Remember this: never be afraid! You will need to remember my words once you have arrived at the place where the Lama is sending you.”

“But why does the Lama send me there?” she asks.

“You did not ask him?” asks the Master.

“No,” she replies.

“Why?”

“Because I trust him,” she answers with a loving voice.

“Then do not ask such things again. Just keep your trust alive,” he says sharply. “Remember! Despite any fear, keep your trust alive.”

He gives Pema a soft caress on her face, then, pointing his arm, says, “Go, sweet flower Pema. Love is within you. Let it blossom like a thousand-petalled lotus.”

Some days later, she finds herself walking through a luxurious jungle when suddenly a waterfall appears in front of her — the very one she saw in the Lama’s vision some nine months before. Pema is overtaken by tears of deep gratitude to the Lama.

“I have arrived at the place you showed me,” she addresses her words to the invisible Lama. “Look, I have arrived safely. I didn’t get lost!”

She sits down near the water and looks around.

“If heaven exists,” she whispers, “this must be it. I have arrived.”

She takes off her clothes and carefully places her feet next to the water, her hands folded in prayer mudra.

“Mysterious water of heaven, I am not worthy to enter you. I am still in darkness. Yet my heart can feel your purity. I give myself to you, so that you may wash away my darkness. I surrender to you.” Her eyes fill with tears as she speaks. “The water of my heart melts into you.”

Very carefully, she enters the water, yet somehow, it seems as if the water is entering her. The sensation is sweet and warm, like re-entering the womb. As Pema immerses her body completely, it feels like the water enters every opening in her head. She feels a deep sense of purity, of silence, of stillness. She stays as long as possible underwater, holding her breath.

“Please, divine water, decide if I should live or die. I give myself to your purity, to your wisdom.” She is desperate for air, her body protesting. But still, she holds on. “The divine water shall decide my life, not me, not my body.”

Suddenly, between her eyes comes a tremendous flash. She no longer feels her body, only an intense light between her eyes. From this light, she hears a sweet and delicate voice resonating throughout her whole body.

“To meet the purity of Light, you must befriend Darkness.”

Instantly, she is thrown out of the water with incredible force. As soon as her lungs fill with air, a terrible scream explodes from her. She starts crying and laughing all at once. Her whole body is throbbing with fire energy, as if electrified. Life is flowing from all directions into her body.

She crawls out of the water and collapses on the big warm rocks on the shore. She lies quite still for a long time, just listening to her heartbeat, her breathing. She listens to life. It is peaceful. The Lama’s voice echoes inside her. “Mahamudra happens when you understand there is nowhere to go, nothing to do when you surrender to the present moment.”

When the sun starts to set, Pema feels that she should try to find the Master of this place before night falls. She remembers the vision shown to her by the Lama. A waterfall, and on the right side, an almost invisible path leading to some caves where she had heard people making love. She moves close to the waterfall. There is nothing like a path, but somehow, she trusts the vision. She walks to the right side of the waterfall. After searching for some time, she spies caves hidden between rocks and trees. When she reaches them, she stops and listens but only hears birds.

“There is nobody making love here!” she grins. But she doesn’t dare enter. She actually doesn’t know what to do now; the vision of the Lama stops here. “I have reached the place the Lama showed me. I cannot go anywhere else,” Pema thinks. So, she sits down and decides to wait. “I have arrived where I have been sent. I just have to be patient.”

She looks straight at the entrance of one cave. It is dark, a black hole in the middle of the living greenery of the jungle. It feels cold, though not unfriendly. There is something here calling, welcoming her. It relaxes her to look at the darkness coming from the entrance of the cave. Her gaze softens. She feels the deep silence soothing. She feels as though she is entering a trance-like state. At some point, she no longer knows whether she is awake or sleeping or whether her eyes are open or closed. Then, from the middle of this dark hole, a beautiful woman appears — the same woman she saw in the vision of the Lama, but this time clothed. Pema feels sure she must be dreaming. She cannot tell if the woman approaching her is a dream or real until she stops in front of Pema and touches her. Pema stands up and looks at the woman. She is mystery incarnate, possessing a breathtaking beauty and aura. She is like a butterfly, a tigress, a lotus flower, a wind, a star, a full moon, all in a vulnerable, graceful and fragile body. In her eyes, it is possible to see light and darkness dancing together. It feels as if the whole universe is dancing inside her. She is pure vibration.

“She is Mahamudra,” thinks Pema.

“I am Leela,” says the woman in a language that Pema doesn’t recognise but understands somewhere in her heart. Leela takes Pema by the hand and leads her into the cave from which she emerged. Pema follows, overwhelmed by a sense of grace and sacredness. Entering the cave feels like stepping into sacred ground, into a most mysterious temple.

They walk together hand in hand like two sisters. Pema feels her heart melting with each step. Her eyes slowly adjust to the darkness; she can see now that there are actually some small lighted lamps here and there. But she cannot really discern what is inside the cave or in the different tunnels that they take.

Eventually, they enter a cave-like room where there is more light. On the floor, a bed of cushions is arranged. In the corner is an entrance to another room, from which Pema can hear the soft sound of flowing water. Leela leads her into this room. A bath has been dug into the floor, and clear water flows into it from a small aperture in the wall. The water flows from this bath into another, smaller bath and finally down to a hole in the opposite wall. The whole construction is beautiful and ingeniously made, though Pema doesn’t understand its purpose. They return to the room with the bed and sit down. Leela closes her eyes, but Pema’s curiosity is too great to close hers, so she gazes around this strange, cosy cave room. There is a fragrance she cannot identify, some flower or incense that she is not familiar with. To Pema’s nose, it smells delicious. Some fresh air blows from two apertures at the opposite corner of the room, though no light comes from them. “Another clever construction,” she marvels.

Looking more carefully, she discovers yet another entrance to the room, though she cannot see it clearly. Finally, she returns her gaze to Leela. “What a beauty,” she thinks to herself.

Leela is sitting with her eyes closed, yet Pema has the feeling she is looking through her eyelashes and observing her. Suddenly, for the first time, she starts to feel afraid. A chill runs through her. At this moment, Leela smiles and opens her eyes. She looks at Pema lovingly and places a hand on Pema’s lower belly. A warm energy flows into her sex, growing slowly like a fire, igniting strong sexual feelings. Pema feels as if Leela’s hand is actually inside her sex; the sensation is totally orgasmic. Pema closes her eyes in embarrassment at these feelings, but cannot resist relaxing into them. Leela places her left hand on top of Pema’s head. The fire in her sex starts to expand throughout her whole body, bringing her to the point of orgasm. A soft moan escapes from her mouth. The orgasm floods through her entire spine and all her organs like warm water. Leela removes her hands from Pema’s body. Pema doesn’t dare open her eyes. She feels shy and vulnerable. Leela caresses her face, like a mother would to her child.

“Come back, sweet beauty, come back…” she says in such a sweet voice.

Pema is confused. While she doesn’t understand the language Leela speaks, she grasps what she is saying. She opens her eyes. Leela welcomes her with a laugh.

“You look beautiful, sweet flower of love,” she says. “Don’t try to follow my words; just feel me, and your heart will understand what I say to you.”

Pema nods her head to show she understands, and listens.

“You are going to stay in this room for twenty-one days. The oil lamps that give light to this room will slowly fade away. Then, you will be in complete darkness. You will be left alone in the dark. Outside the cave, at the far end of this corridor, there will be a man guarding you day and night. He will also bring food to you. He will leave the plate at the left of the entrance to the cave.” She points out the spot. “You will bring back the empty plate to the right side of the entrance,” she continues.

Pema is not sure if she understands her totally. But she sees inner pictures as Leela speaks, which seem to explain what she means.

“This man is your inner man. He is the hidden part of you that you must embrace and welcome,” she says. “The darkness will teach you to become a womb that can receive light. And he is light. Know how to receive him.”

Leela stops and looks deeply into Pema’s eyes.

“Remember that by welcoming darkness, you become a womb for light.”

She stops again and closes her eyes for a moment. Pema gazes at her. She is totally struck by Leela’s beauty. Like the Lama, she could be twenty years old or ninety; she seems to have no age. Leela opens her eyes again and continues to speak.

“There are two baths in the water room you just saw. The big one is for cleaning your body, and the small one is for daily toileting. There are two entrances to this room. The one through which you entered will be closed. The other one, where you will receive your food, will always be open. You can always leave. You are free. You must understand this. It is of your own free will that you are here.”

She stops and regards Pema silently. Again, she puts one hand on Pema’s lower belly.

“These twenty-one days will bring you in touch with your womb, with its moon cycle, which carries the mystery of life and death. You are going to pass through the whole evolution of existence.”

She stops again and closes her eyes. Pema does the same. They stay like this in silence. Pema feels a sweet energy enveloping her. She is unsure if she understood what Leela said, but she trusts her… and so asks no questions.

When Pema opens her eyes, Leela is no longer there. Pema feels a cold chill all over her body. “Fear, this is fear,” she says to herself. She breathes deeply into her belly and pushes the air out while bending her upper body forward, the way a Master had shown her once during her travels. “When you are afraid or tense, remember to breathe this way, so that your solar plexus stays open,” he told her. “The fear must not stay in your belly. It is poison. It can destroy your whole system. Always push it out with your breath.”

Pema looks around her. The lamps are still shining. She stands up and walks around. The cave is big and, apart from the bed, empty. She walks to the entrance through which she entered with Leela. It is closed by a thick wooden door. She goes over to the other entrance. It leads into a long, dark corridor. She cannot see more than a big dark hole. “Without light, it would be hard to find your way down there,” she thinks. She walks through the water room; this is her favourite place. She puts one hand into the big bath. “Just right,” she thinks. She takes off her clothes and enters the bath. The water is fresh but not cold. She closes her eyes. So many thoughts are moving in her mind. The memory of her son, of the Lama, her travels… Why am I here? What am I going to do? Who is Leela? Pema’s mind goes round and round with so many questions and answers, none of which satisfy her heart.

“I am here to find out who I am,” she shouts. “I am here to find out who I am! I am here to find out who I am!”

Her shouts get louder and louder until, finally, she bursts into tears. Tired, exhausted, lost, confused, and alone, she cries all the tears that she hasn’t cried for years. Eventually, she softens and relaxes. When she has calmed down, she gets out of the bath, picks up her clothes and goes to sit on the bed in the big room. She feels the droplets of water gently running down her body, like a loving caress on her skin. She looks at the oil lamp near the bed, the last flame burning in the room. She sets the lamp before her and looks deeply into the flame without blinking. The light becomes very intense and opens an alive alertness in her consciousness. Her spine is quite straight, but relaxed. Her eyes are fixed on the flame. Slowly, another eye begins to open up between her eyes. Everything inside her relaxes, and she starts to feel one with the flame. She becomes the flame.

“Now the light is inside me. I can see,” she whispers to the flame, leaning towards it. She blows out the flame. “Jump into my heart,” she says silently.

Pema closes her eyes. Inside, she can feel the light vibrating, shining in her heart. “I must always keep this light alive in my heart,” she thinks. She sits in this state for a long time, until finally she falls asleep.

She is awakened by a noise that she quickly identifies as metal plates touching each other. She realises it is coming from the open entrance. She sits up and listens carefully. The sounds come closer and then stop. She hears something touching the ground gently. She also feels a friendly presence. And then she smells something: “Food!” she thinks. She stands up and steps tentatively in the dark in the direction of the sound. She is alert and totally present. Her left foot touches something on the ground. A metallic sound resonates in the room. She doesn’t dare to move. She stays quite still, feeling everything around her. She is not sure, but she has the impression that someone is there looking at her. It gives her a warm feeling. To her surprise, she doesn’t feel afraid at all. She crouches down on the floor and feels around with her hands. When she touches the metal plates, she realises with joy that it is exactly what she had imagined: food! She looks up towards the invisible presence and whispers lovingly, “Thank you!”

Pema pulls the plate towards her. She smells, touches, and tastes the food. It is such an intense experience to eat without seeing the food. It becomes so alive. The food tastes more delicious and smells more intense. She feels so nourished with so little. She eats slowly, savouring every bite. For the first time, eating becomes a sacred act.

At the end of her meal, she bows down with gratitude and puts the plate on the right side of the corridor entrance. She walks back to the bed and sits down with closed eyes. Her whole body is more alive than ever. Her senses are more alert and vibrating. She starts listening. She notices the soft sound of the water running in the other room. She directs her whole attention to this sound. It has a musical quality. The more she listens, the more she feels the sound is inside her, not outside. She listens for hours. Sometimes, she lies down and falls asleep, then as soon as she wakes up, she carries on listening. She has become all ears, and completely silent. The sound of the water is only disturbed occasionally by the metallic sound of the plates when the food arrives. Maybe some days have passed. She doesn’t know. She has lost all sense of time. She doesn’t know how many times a day she gets food. She doesn’t know how many hours she sleeps. She doesn’t know when it is day, or when it is night. Each time she eats, it is an ecstatic experience. And each time, she says thank you to the unknown, invisible person who brings her the food. No answer comes, but she senses that the person is appreciative.

Since blowing out the last lamp, Pema has kept her eyes closed, having decided that there is nothing to look at in the dark anyway. She lets her sense of listening, smelling, tasting and touching become completely alive until one day, she thinks about her eyes.

“What will happen to my eyes if they have nothing to see?” she starts to worry. “Maybe they will die. And if they die, I won’t see colours anymore; I won’t see my loved ones anymore.” A deep fear grips her stomach. “No!!!” she screams. Fear flows all over her body. She starts trembling. Her mind starts spinning with a thousand thoughts. “No, anything but that. Not my eyes!” she gasps. “Please don’t let me lose them.”

She opens her eyes. It is dark. There is nothing to see except darkness. “Then I shall look at darkness,” she decides. “Darkness is not nothing. It is something. It is darkness, and I don’t know what it is because I have never looked at it.”

Pema sits and looks straight in front of her at the entrance where she receives the food. “Perhaps,” she thinks, “something will appear.” Very soon, she realises that she sees something other than darkness. She sees many different shapes and colours. She feels they are all emanating from her eyes, as if her eyes are projecting light, as if they are unloading all the light and shapes they have absorbed since birth. It is most disorienting. She becomes very uneasy. She almost thinks that she preferred it when she had her eyes closed, but somehow, she keeps on looking out of curiosity and also out of fear that her eyes might die if they have nothing to look at.

She practices deep breathing to relax her belly and to expel the fear from her system. She continues sitting on the bed, looking straight ahead in the direction of the corridor from where the mysterious person comes to bring her food. She stares as intensely as possible. She wants to see darkness, really see what it is. Once again, many shapes and colours appear in front of her. She is beginning to feel increasingly disturbed by these strange forms, when suddenly she sees a face looking at her. She is so shocked that she screams in fear. Quickly, she closes her eyes and breathes fast and deep, trying to let go of the fear and forget what she has just seen: the hideous, deformed face of an old woman glaring fiercely at her.

Pema lies down on the bed, her heart beating fast. She keeps her eyes closed. She doesn’t want to see anything anymore. She breathes deeply and gradually relaxes. When she has calmed down and collected herself, questions start to arise.

“What was that? Who was that woman? Why did she appear? Was it just a hallucination, or was someone really there? And why did I get so afraid?” Many questions come to her, but no answers. “The only answer is for me to face this woman if she comes back,” thinks Pema.

She sits up again, opens her eyes and looks towards the entrance of the corridor. Immediately, a barrage of colours and forms pops up. Then suddenly, the face of the ugly woman reappears. Pema becomes completely cold and, at the same time, starts to sweat, but firmly decides to look straight into the eyes of this monstrous apparition. She looks deep into her eyes, and the deeper she looks, the deeper becomes her fear. Her whole belly goes into cramps. Her body starts trembling. The ugly woman comes closer and opens her mouth as if to swallow Pema’s head. Pema cannot move. She is paralysed by fear. Her breathing stops. The ugly head comes closer and closer until Pema is finally devoured by her. At this very instant, Pema passes out.

When she comes to, she is totally frozen. She doesn’t know how long she has been lying unconscious. She feels like a block of ice. She crawls under the blanket that is lying on the bed. She is trembling like leaves in the wind. She cries like a small child. For the first time since she has been in the cave, she has doubts. She wants to get out of here as quickly as possible. She wants someone to be with, a man whose shoulder she can rest on. She wants to be taken care of. She wants warmth, light… She remembers her beloved husband, her son… And the memories trigger more tears, more sadness, even despair. She succumbs completely to the flow of tears. Then, in that letting go, she suddenly remembers the light, the tiny flame that she blew out at the beginning of her stay in the cave. She remembers how the flame jumped into her heart. Still crying, she starts praying to the little flame.

“Light of love, I give myself to you. Take me into your fire, your warmth. I am lost… Show me the way to trust…”

Soon, her tears stop, and she starts to feel a warm sensation in the middle of her chest, which slowly expands throughout her whole body. A deep relaxation takes over and brings her back into trust again. The Lama’s voice resonates in her heart: “Be aware that it is love which should guide your senses and not fear.” And then the memory of Tsering on the day of her departure from the monastery, when he kissed her on her nose, eyes, ears, lips and hands.

“Yes, my sweet little master, I will not forget. I will remember now. I will let love guide my senses. Thank you,” she says aloud to Tsering.

She finds her way to the big bath and gently immerses herself in the freshwater. She feels the water clean away her fear, tension, negative energy, and emotions. She floats gently in the water, relaxing her whole body and mind. She promises herself that she will come to the water whenever she is in a state of deep emotional or physical tension; she feels that the water reminds her to let go.

“The flame in my heart brings me back into trust, the water brings me back into surrender, and the air that I breathe deep into my belly brings me back into clarity,” she thinks. “With these beautiful friends to support me, I can survive in this darkness!” she decides with a smile.

Once back, sitting on the bed, she notices a pain in her lower belly. “It feels like my period is coming,” she thinks, placing her hands on her womb. She opens her eyes, and once again looks straight into the darkness. She feels relaxed now, though still apprehensive, but determined to face whatever comes to her. Before long, shapes and colours start dancing in front of her once more. She relaxes her breathing and her body and gets ready to confront the ferocious woman who made her faint. This time, however, she does not appear. Instead, another face materialises that of her husband. He is smiling at her and comes towards her. But as he approaches, his face starts to become deformed and ugly. Pema is terrified but holds on firmly to her intention not to run away from fear and keeps her eyes wide open. Her husband’s face becomes so ugly, so monstrous, that she cannot even recognise him anymore. She feels totally disgusted and becomes nauseous. Out of this face, another face appears: this time, it is her son. Pema feels a surge of emotion. She is on the verge of exploding in tears but keeps breathing in tune with the flame in her heart, in tune with trust, in tune with love. “Mama, mama, I miss you, mama come back.” The voice is coming from the face of the little boy even though his lips are not moving. “Mama, mama why do you abandon me? Mama, come back!”

The apparition’s cries torture Pema so much that she clasps her hands to her ears and squeezes her eyes shut in an attempt to block it out. To her horror, the voice continues and the face of her son still dances before her. Suddenly, she realises that it is all coming from within her. It is all a projection from herself, from her fear, her unconscious mind, from everything she has been repressing. The realisation comes as a deep inner shock that opens up a clear light inside her. She sits up straight and feels bathed in light. There is no more fear. She feels suddenly very powerful, ready to confront anything, all her demons.

She sits there for hours without moving. She looks straight into darkness, into many faces, known and unknown, terrifying or beautiful. She looks into past events of her life and many other lives. She feels that she is unwinding all that she has lived. She sees her life back to her birth, then in the womb, and then before entering the womb. She sees herself in her last death, and the life before. And so it goes, on and on. Sometimes, her body reacts with great violent jerks that open up vast energy, sometimes hot and sometimes cold. She keeps looking and looking.

When her body shows signs of tiredness, she lies down, puts her hands on her belly, and falls asleep. But it doesn’t feel to her as if she sleeps. She feels as if her body is sleeping but not herself. There is an awareness that stays alert, vibrant, and alive at all times. When she awakens, she feels rested and refreshed.

***

Outside the cave, there is a man sitting day and night. His name is Chandra. He is a tall and beautiful man of twenty-nine years. He has long, dark hair, deep brown eyes and a delicate face. His body has been trained for war and fighting and has developed a beautiful musculature. Despite his powerful physique, Chandra possesses a soft, delicate, sensitive, female-like energy. One would not expect him to kill so much as a mosquito.

“Chandra, there is a woman of your age in the Initiation Cave,” says Leela to him after she leaves Pema in the cave. “She is your inner woman. You will stay at the corridor entrance leading to the Initiation cave, day and night. I will bring food for you and her. Half of it you will eat. The remainder you will bring to her. When you enter the dark corridor, feel that you are possessed by darkness, feel that your light is entering the womb of darkness, feel that your inner woman is possessing you,” she says, smiling. He smiles back.

“You are going to be outside in the light. She is going to be inside in the dark. You are light. She is darkness. But to be light, you cannot avoid darkness. You have to embrace it. You must let your light be absorbed into darkness. I want you to be possessed by darkness without losing your light. After twenty-one days, darkness and light will meet. I will give you instructions for this meeting, this Initiation.” She stops and looks at Chandra, then leans forward and kisses him on his forehead. “Trust your inner light, Sweet One.” And she continues, “She is your inner woman; that means she is part of you. Every move that she makes will also happen inside you. When she is sad, you will feel it. When she is angry, you will feel it. When she is happy, you will feel it too. She is also going to feel you strongly because, in the darkness, all her senses will slowly become awakened, highly sensitised. Her whole energy will start feeling you, as will her heart, once she allows herself to become darkness. At that point, you will feel totally connected with her, and she will feel totally connected to you. I ask you not to interact with her. If she interacts with you, do not do anything. Do not move. Surrender totally…” Is this clear?” she asks.

“Yes,” replies Chandra softly. “I surrender to darkness, to the inner woman.”

Leela watches Chandra in silence. She has known him for so long that she can recognise when he hides his feelings and emotions. “You are afraid, Sweet One. This is a good sign…” she says with a smile. Chandra lowers his eyes and looks at the ground. “While you are outside, meditate on light. Look at the stars, at the moon, at the reflection of the sun on nature. And become it. Become light. When you enter the Initiation Cave, offer this light to the darkness, to the womb of your inner woman. Light and Darkness are not enemies. Remember this clearly, Chandra. The moon shines in darkness. Without darkness, you cannot see the moon. Darkness supports the Light of the Moon. Darkness and Light are always dancing together.” She stops and closes her eyes, and Chandra does likewise. “Sweet One, you have been trained to fight, to defend. Now, I will teach you the way to surrender to your greatest enemy: Love.” She whispers these words in an enigmatic and mysterious voice. Chandra keeps his eyes closed and hearing these last words of Leela, feels a cold wind pass through him.

***

Pema is staring deep into darkness.
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